CHAPTER 75 


June 28, 2011 


“Hey Chie, got you a Surprise.” 


Justin had barged his way into Chie’s house once again to visit her. She had insisted 
that he go out and do something fun, but he simply refused to stop coming. In all 
honesty, she appreciated it in a way; she just felt bad that Justin was stuck pretty 
much babysitting her as she laid in bed. Justin didn’t mind of course; it’s not like he 
had anyone else he’d rather hang out with. Sure, he hung out with Kanji and Yu 
from time to time, but they both seemed pre-occupied as of late. Yu was really 
working hard on the case, and Kanji... Well they could never really get a hold of that 
guy. Maybe they should get his cell-phone number one of these days. Still, Justin 
would no doubt pick Chie over those two any day of the week. 


Chie passed Justin a slight look of confusion as his head poked around the corner. 
He was hiding something in his hand, and he was using the doorframe for cover, 
that much was painfully clear to her. She was a little embarrassed that Justin had 
got her anything. It was bad enough that she felt completely useless stuck in bad 
like this without Justin treating her like royalty. Of course, that all changed when she 
actually saw what the surprise was. 


“Oh, hey Justin! Uh... Surprise?” Chie questioned, a little confused by Justin’s 
greeting. He hadn’t so much as said hello; just ‘Hey guess what? | bought shit, you 
should have it.’ Justin chuckled a bit, as he pulled his arm into Chie’s line of vision; a 
white paper bag in his hand with slight grease stains on the bottom. Well she still 
didn’t know what it was, but she could determine it was food at the least. She 
briefly wondered if he had bought her steak before shaking the thought from her 
head. If that was a steak he was dangling around in a paper bag, she really didn’t 
want it. Still, she felt a bit better knowing that it wasn’t really a gift in the traditional 
sense. It wasn’t like Justin hadn’t bought her food on a regular basis anyway. Really, 
it just came across as a sweet gesture, whereas before it seemed more of a pity 
thing. 


“You remember that time you said you never had Burger King?” Justin remarked 
making his way inside, a wide grin on his face. So THAT’S what it was. Yeah, she 
briefly recalled that conversation. They were talking about fake meat or 
something... Wait, didn’t Justin say Burger King was fake meat? Suddenly she was a 
lot less appreciative of him dragging that crap into her room. Justin laughed a bit 
before taking a seat on the coach, throwing his hand inside and grabbing a burger 
of his own before passing the rest of the bag off to Chie. He ordered for himself 
while he was there too. | mean, he hadn’t had fast food in FOREVER. 


“| didn’t really know what to get you, so | got you a few of... well pretty much 
everything.” Justin joked. Chie smiled slightly as she opened up the cracks of the 
bag to look inside. There was a lot of shit in here. There was at least four or five 
burgers, a couple of orders of chicken nuggets... And why were there so many 
french fries. Chie blushed slightly when she realized Justin must have spent a 
fortune on that. 


“Jesus Justin, you didn’t have to buy all of this for me.” Chie remarked, closing the 
mouth of the bag as she looked up from its contents. It’s not that she didn’t want to 
eat it or anything; hell it smelt like heaven in a paper bag, and it was probably 
better than the cooking her parents have been shoving down her throat for the last 
few days. Justin raised an eyebrow slightly, a slight smirk on his face. 


“All of this for- What are you crazy? I’m eating whatever you don’t.” Justin laughed a 
bit before opening the wrapper on his double cheeseburger. “Your parents okay 
with eating in here?” 


“Yeah, | do it all the time.” Chie answered his question before opening the bag up 
again, shifting through its contents. She was still a little caught off guard by all the 
food in here. Sad part is she probably could eat all of this too. Her parents worked 
during the day, so she hadn’t really gotten to eat lunch. Mind you, not because she 
hadn’t tried. She had snuck out of bed a few times anyway; she did have to piss and 
what not after all. It just took forever to get around when she did. It was that she 
was pretty much stuck making her own food; which is a pain enough with a 
fractured rib, let alone when you had Chie’s cooking skills. Long story short, she 
didn’t eat. “So... Why are there like seven orders of french fries?” Chie questioned. 


“Only one of those is yours.” Justin remarked. You would think he was joking, but 
no. Dead serious. They were all large fries too. Chie shot her eyebrows up, passing 
Justin a look of shock before turning her face back down towards the bag. There was 
one thing Chie didn’t know about Justin until now: Justin’s favorite food was Burger 
King french fries. Yes it might sound strange, but he loved that shit. It was totally 
worth all the research he put into finding where a Burger King was around here. 
Turns out very far away, and since Justin didn’t really have a car, he had to take a 
bus and walk from there. Which is why he snuck out of school half way through the 
day. No one noticed of course; those teachers were as incompetent as they come. 


“You’re going to eat all of that?” Chie remarked with surprise. Justin was never a big 
eater, so it was surprising enough that he was claiming he’d eat all of Chie’s 
leftovers. He must really love Burger King. 


“! wouldn’t have ordered them if | wasn’t.” Justin remarked, food still in his cheeks. 
Under normal circumstances, that would be disgusting as fuck. But given that 
Justin’s ability to eat all of this was in question, Chie found it slightly humorous that 
he was practically shoving food in his mouth like it was going out of style. Which it 
could be for all she knew. It sure as hell seemed to in California, according to Justin. 


He had sorta let loose that Maya was forcing herself not to eat to lose weight. Chie 
was a bit surprised to hear that, since Maya was probably thinner than half of the 
investigation team. In all honesty, it sounded to Chie like she had an eating 
disorder. Though, she didn’t say anything to Justin on the matter. He didn’t want 
him going all papa wolf again. He could be really protective of Maya when he 
wanted to. 


Chie shrugged slightly before dipping her hands into the bag and pulling out one of 
the French fries; curious how they actually tasted. All she knew was that Justin liked 
them, and for the most part, they had similar tastes in food. She might have had to 
disagree with him here. First of all, they were cold. Now, she wasn’t blaming Justin 
for that; he did sort of have to walk all the way from the store back to her house. It 
was understandable that they were cold. As far as taste went, though... They kind of 
tasted like salt covered grease. They weren’t BAD mind you; just not as good as 
Justin was acting like they were. She might as well just leave them for Justin, since 
he no doubt would eat them. 


“So... what’s on the burgers?” Chie asked as she pulled one out. 


“What’s the wrapper say on it.” Justin remarked as he crumpled up the burger 
wrapper he was holding. He only just realized he didn’t have any real place to 
dispose of this. Usually he just threw it back into the bag he pulled it out of, but 
there wasn’t exactly a lot of room in there. Instead, he slipped it in his pocket for 
the moment. He’d be sure to litter once he got outside. 


“Whopper?” Chie questioned, as though she had never heard of it. Probably 
because she hadn’t. Justin shook his head slightly, a wide smirk on his face. 


“Excellent choice; It’s a beef patty, tomato, lettuce, onion, pickles, ketchup, and 
mayo. There’s one in there with cheese too, if you want it.” Justin explained. Well, 
she wasn’t exactly a fan of mayo, so she wasn’t exactly sure she’d like this. And she 
did want cheese; so she plopped the burger back in before digging a round for the 
other whopper. It took a minute before she found it and opened it. Holy shit, damn 
near everything fell out. The thing looked like it was put together in twelve seconds. 
She was really not having high opinions on this place already. Maybe if she faked 
her rib hurting she could get out of it... No she couldn’t, not with that look Justin was 
giving her. She sighed slightly before taking a bite. 


Holy shit, this IS good. Justin laughed slightly as he saw the look on Chie’s face. He 
could tell she was having second thoughts before she actually ate it, but he could 
tell she liked it all the same. Which actually might be a bad thing. He wanted to eat 
too. Ah well, he could tell she didn’t like the fries at least. That’s all he needed. Chie 
finished chewing the burger in her mouth before swallowing. 


“Now why don’t we have one of these in Inaba?” Chie spoke up in surprise. This was 
just the best thing. Second only to steak, of course. Wait, what if this place had 
steak? Oh god that would be amazing. Justin shrugged slightly. 


“It’s a small town; they probably didn’t see much business opportunity.” Justin 
remarked, slightly disappointed. He loved Burger King, but he wasn’t really willing 
to take a bus everytime he wanted it. This was a onetime thing because he knew 
Chie had wanted to try it, and he thought it would be a nice surprise. 


“But if they’re the only burger joint in town, wouldn’t they get everybody’s 
business?” Chie questioned. She wasn’t very good with economics or anything like 
that, so she wasn’t sure if she was right on the money or anything. Justin tilted his 
head off to the side abit. 


“Yeah, but the town’s so small, you’d need to get repeat business from at least half 
of it on a daily basis to really make it a profitable business venture.” Justin 
explained. Chie couldn’t see how half of the town WOULDN'T want to go there ona 
daily basis, but hey, what did she know. She understood people could get sick of 
food after all; even if it was as good as this. The two sat there eating for a short 
while before Chie brought up her usual line of questioning. 


“So what did | miss at school today?” She questioned, picking out a chicken nugget 
from its container in the box. Also good stuff. 


“King Moron being an asshole as usual. He gave this whole speech on the word 

‘pend.’ He asked Yosuke what it meant, but you know Yosuke doesn’t really pay 
attention in class.” It was true. He paid attention more than Justin did, that’s for 
sure, but that wasn’t saying much. “Apparently it means to hang. Then he said 

something about the murder victims getting killed because they dePENDed too 

much on each other or some bullshit.” 


“That’s awful!” Chie remarked, a slight glare on her face. Justin shook his head, a 
blank expression on his face. He was used to this shit coming out of King Moron’s 
mouth, so it didn’t really take him by surprise. Still, it was pretty tasteless. Which is 
why Justin had given him a whole lotta shit when he had said it. 


“Agreed. Which is why | said someone should get around to pending his ass from an 
antenna someday.” Justin smirked slightly. Get it, because the recent murder cases 
had bodies hanging from an antenna, and if pend means hang, then... Ah never 
mind. Bad joke. Chie was a little off put by the blunt remark, but not by much. After 
all, she was used to Justin making biting remarks to King Moron, not to mention the 
douche totally had it coming. Hell, she couldn’t approve of King Moron saying that 
shit about the announcer, but she could understand gossiping about a celebrity. 
Saki was one of his students; he should be ashamed for making a remark like that! 
But alas, King Moron HAD no shame. One of these days, he was going to get his. 
Chie sighed a bit before continuing eating what was essentially lunch and then 


some. She hoped to god that her parents knew she was eating up her. Because 
there was no way in hell she was going to be able to eat dinner after this. 


“You know, you shouldn’t joke about that. What if that actually happened?” Chie 
remarked, a slight sorrowful expression on her face. Justin couldn’t believe it. She 
was feeling bad for KING MORON? Of all the people, why Marooka? No one should 
feel bad for that guy. No one. 


“Well in order for that to happen, someone would have to want to put that guy’s 
mug on TV. And | don’t think anyone would want that.” Justin continued. It was a 
double jab actually. The guy had teeth longer than the Brooklyn bridge, for one. 
Secondly, if the killer was only targeting people on the news, King Moron would 
have to be in an interview or something. And Justin thought he spoke for everyone 
when he said no one wanted that... Except maybe him when he finally recorded one 
of Marooka’s rants today using a tape recorder. Youtube stardom, here / come... 


“I'm serious.” 


“So am I. Don’t worry, the guy’Il be fine. I'll eat my hand if I’m wrong.” Justin 
remarked, trying to ease her concerns. She didn’t think the guy was going to get 
kidnapped, she just found Justin’s comment to be a bit... vicious. In all honesty, he 
had been getting really easily angered lately. Chie didn’t mind it of course, since 
most of the time the target of his rage deserved it, but... It just felt like something 
was wrong to her. She thought she might have a good idea of what too, but she 
knew it was a Sensitive topic Justin didn’t like to talk about. Even with her. She 
wasn't going to bring it up. There was a brief silence between them for a while, an 
awkward tension from Justin’s remark. He wasn’t serious; even someone as awful as 
King Moron doesn’t deserve THAT, so he wasn’t quite sure why Chie was getting so 
up and arms about it. She knew him well enough that he wouldn’t want that. Justin 
sighed slightly after a minute or so of silence. 


“So what have you been doing? Enjoying not having to go to school?” Justin smirked 
Slightly. Chie just sort of groaned a bit. She was happy to not be in school, sure; but 
she wasn’t happy to be stuck in bed. She could only watch so many kung-fu movies 
in a row before she started to get bored; and this was coming from a kung-fu nut. 
Justin could tell she didn’t very much care for sitting in bed all day, that she wanted 
to be able to run around and do shit outside the boundaries of her household. He 
wanted to help, really he did, but what could he do? He wasn’t some snake’s oil 
salesman that knew the cure to everything. The only thing he could really think of 
was getting a wheelchair; and there was no way Chie was going to approve of that. 
And Justin had already asked the doctor about the possibility of crutches; 
apparently that was out of the question, though Justin couldn’t imagine why. 


“| just don’t get why there’s never anything on television when | have nothing to 
do.” Chie joked slightly. Though she was dead serious; all the shows she normally 
watched on television didn’t air during her newly found free time, nor anything 


really similar. Just crappy TV-movies and standup comedy specials. In all honesty, 
she had been watching cartoons for the last few hours. Sure, she was a little old for 
that kind of stuff, but she didn’t really care. Anything to keep her mind off of her 
newly found boredom. Justin turned his attention over to the television screen in the 
corner of her room; he hadn’t even noticed it was on at first. 


“You call ‘Ed Edd n’ Eddy’ nothing?” Justin remarked, an eyebrow raised. Chie just 
shrugged slightly after passing a slight glimpse over to the screen. She actually did 
like that show when it still aired, but she hadn’t really been paying attention to the 
screen for the last half hour or so. 


“Honestly, | stopped watching a while ago...” Chie sighed slightly. Justin had been 
smirking slightly a moment earlier, though that soon gave way to a frown. Jeeze, 
Chie really was beating herself up over this. | mean, Justin could kind of understand; 
he didn’t care much for staying in the house when he was actually sick either. Chie 
knew that too, given that she practically forced him back into the house that one 
time she stopped over with soup. He still wasn’t entirely pleased about that, for the 
record. Still, he didn’t like seeing Chie like this; she seemed so depressed. And even 
if it was only for a week, Justin couldn’t bear to see her like this anymore. He had 
tried cheering her up with gifts and visits, but it just wasn’t working. There had to 
be SOMETHING he could do... He’d have to figure something out. Seeing Chie like 
this just broke his heart too much. 


“You sure you don’t want to do that thing with the wheel chair?” Justin questioned. 
He already knew the answer to that though. Chie just shook her head. 


“Absolutely not.” 


“But why? You look miserable here. At least this way you can get some fresh air. 
And it’s not like anyone’s going to judge you or anything.” Justin tried to reason with 
her. Please, just say yes... Perhaps expecting Chie to listen to logic was too much to 
ask for; she could be really stubborn sometimes, that was for sure. 


“It’s not that. | just don’t want to be sitting around in a wheel chair.” Chie remarked, 
Slightly irritated. Justin could tell it was a pride thing. He hated to admit it, but Chie 
really lacked self-confidence sometimes, and writing off something that could help 
her, just because it might make her look weaker? It was kind of sad, really. Justin 
had half considered just forcing her into that chair; she’d give him shit for it at first, 
but really, he didn’t care. He just wanted to see here be happy. 


The two starred at each other for a brief moment, Justin with concern, Chie with 
Slight disappointment. She would have thought Justin would understand why she 
didn’t want to do that. She didn’t need people starring at her while she got pushed 
around; it was just embarrassing. The two starred at each other for a brief moment 
before Justin’s eyes widened slightly, a sudden realization striking the back of his 
mind. Chie could obviously tell he was up to something, though as to what she 


could only guess. She was sure she probably wasn’t going to like it. Oh how wrong 
she was. 


Justin bit his bottom lip as he contemplated his idea. He didn’t have an idea on how 
to get Chie out of the bed other than the wheelchair. That seemed the only option 
other than carrying her around, which she was definitely not going to be onboard 
for. He did, however, have an idea on how to coax her out of the bed and into the 
chair. He placed his hands into his pocket slightly. Trial of the Dragon 2 was going 
to be out in theatres Thursday. Justin had gotten the tickets in advance, before Chie 
had broken a rib of course. He had intended to surprise her the day of... But clearly, 
this was all he was going to have to get her out into that chair. 


“Well...” Justin mumbled to himself, clutching at the tickets in his pocket. He had 
been keeping them in his pocket just in case. In all honesty, he didn’t really trust 
Maya at home alone. Justin would be lying if he said he hadn’t seen some pretty 
weird shit when he had come home sometimes. Like Maya had apparently left her 
iPod in the fridge on multiple occasions. And she had somehow managed to spill shit 
all over that dream journal Justin kept while he was trying to figure out what was 
going on with his lost memories. He didn’t even care how she had managed to do it, 
in all honesty. He just threw it away. He wasn’t using it anymore anyway. Basically 
put; he would rather risk these tickets falling out of his pocket then leave them 
alone with Maya. “...Would you do it for this?” Justin remarked before letting 
slipping the tickets out of the pocket and handing it off to Chie, a sigh on his breath. 
He was disappointed he didn’t really get to surprise her the way he had planned. 


Chie grabbed a hold of the ticket, unsure of what it was at first. She had thought it 
was just a slip of paper before she actually started to read it. And when she did, her 
face brightened up like a Christmas tree, her eyes wide with delight, her lips 
forming a slight o shape with surprise before curving upwards into a huge grin. “1 
meant for it to be a surprise, but...” Justin tried to explain, a little disappointed to 
drop this on her now of all times. He had expected her to be upset about her rib and 
everything. Instead she just jumped up and gave Justin a hug; as though he had 
given her a diamond made of solid gold. Her ribs were killing her from the act of 
affection too, though she just ignored it. She was too happy to care. Justin himself 
was a little caught off guard by the motion, though not at all unappreciative of it. 
He’d probably return the hug if his arms weren’t trapped under Chie’s right now. 
“Whoa, hey!” 


“Oh my God Justin, thank you SO MUCH!” She was practically squealing. It was a 
wonder her parents hadn’t come up to see what was going on. Justin just sort of 
blushed. He was happy to see her cheer up; after all, that was the entire point of 
getting her out of the house. He didn’t think she’d be this happy though. It was 
actually kind of embarrassing in retrospect. Again, not that Justin was complaining; 
he was more than accepting of the embrace he found himself in, even if it was a bit 
awkward. 


“Well glad you like it.” Justin choked up eventually, his face still red. It was a good 
minute or so after she had practically jumped up to hug him that she finally let 
loose her grip and fell back down into her bed; examining the papers more 
thoroughly. She was still smiling, though her eyebrows curved downwards in slight 
disappointment as she noticed the date. Justin was afraid that was going to happen. 


“Justin... | can’t...” Chie choked up, disappointed that her injury was just getting in 
the way of their plans once again. God, she hated herself right now; Justin must 
have gone through so much trouble planning this, and she couldn’t even show up. 
Her smile soon turned into a frown, looking at the tickets with slightly tearful eyes. 
Dammit, why did she have to break a rib? 


“Well... We can still go. But you’re going to have to use the wheelchair.” Justin 
explained, a look of disappointment on his face. He felt bad that his surprise 
seemed to have backfired in the long run, even worse that if she wanted to be part 
of it; she had to do something she didn’t want to. Chie found herself shaking her 
head slightly. She REALLY didn’t want to go in that chair, for some inexplicable 
reason. 


“I’m not using the chair...” Chie groaned a bit. 


“And after this young man bought you tickets to the movies?” Justin practically 
choked on the saliva in his mouth. Chie’s father had stepped into view of the door 
frame. Justin didn’t know how long he had been standing there, but he really hoped 
it was after that whole discussion about King Moron. In all honesty, Justin was more 
confused as to what her father was getting at. He seemed pretty okay with her 
going with Justin, which was strange considering he had pretty much called him 
abusive earlier that week. 


“Oh, uh... hello sir.” Justin stuttered, trying to come across as impressive as he 
could. Why, he could only guess. Her father was a huge asshole to him before, why 
should he be showing him any respect. Chie’s eyes widened slightly at the sight of 
her father leaning against the door frame, his eye-brow raised. Partially because he 
never encouraged her to go out and do anything. It was always ‘study’ this, and 
‘grades’ that. 


“Dad?” Chie questioned, surprised at his presence. 


“We'll get the wheel chair from the hospital tomorrow. You should go out and have 
some fun.” Her father said with an uncharacteristically charismatic smile. Justin 
thought something was a bit fishy here, but whatever. If he could convince Chie to 
leave the house, he was a-okay with that. 


“But | don’t want people to stare at me...” Chie choked up, slightly embarrassed, 
confirming Justin’s belief that her refusal to sit in the wheel chair was a perception 
thing. It was strange; Chie was actually fairly popular in school. She was friends with 


Yukiko, Kou, Daisuke, Yumi; you name the person, Chie was at least acquainted with 
them. Still, she always seemed so conscious of what people around her thought; like 
she was afraid of being judged. And maybe she was; God only knows Justin was. 
Justin cleared his throat slightly as he shifted his gaze over to Chie. 


“Well, you only need to sit in the wheelchair for a moment while we get you over to 
the chair. After that, you can just move over to a regular seat.” Justin tried to 
negotiate. Chie averted her gaze for a brief moment before looking back up at 
Justin. 


“You’re sure?” 


“Why would | lie to you? I’ll even grab the popcorn for you so you can get a seat.” 
Justin smirked slightly. Chie sighed with the slightest hint of relief. She didn’t want 
to sit in the chair... But if they did it really quickly then maybe there wouldn’t be 
much of a fuss. But only if they did it quickly. She swore if Justin managed to 
embarrass her in front of someone she knew, he was going to kick his ass once her 
ribs healed. 


“Alright, alright fine. Thursday it is.” Chie put on a slight smile. She WAS excited to 
see the movie with Justin; not so much the wheel chair portion. Justin in turn only 
smiled a wide grin back. He knew she didn’t like the chair, but she did say yes when 
he asked her to come with him to the movies. And that’s all he needed. Her father 
chuckled slightly from the doorframe. Again, very unnerving. This wasn’t like him, 
something was up. 


“Well then it’s settled. Your mother and | will pick the wheel chair up tomorrow.” 
Her father smiled. “That said, it’s getting late. You should probably start heading 
home.” AHA, THAT’S THE CATCH! Justin blurted out in his mind. It was only six o 
clock now. He was purposely trying to drive him off, and both he and Chie knew it. 
Still... What her father said goes, and he WAS trying to be nice right about now. 
Justin just shrugged slightly before turning over to Chie. She had an eyebrow raised 
in slight confusion. 


“Alright then. I’ll swing by again tomorrow to see how you’re doing.” Justin smiled a 
rather infectious smile. As much as Chie hated him wasting his time sitting at the 
end of her bed, she did enjoy his visits. Especially if he was going to bring Burger 
King. Now that she had tasted it, there was no going back. This was the food of the 
gods. 


“Okay; see ya!” She remarked, a gleeful smile on her face. Oh how it filled Justin’s 
heart with joy to see her smile like that. He blushed slightly before pushing himself 
of the bed and making his way to the doorframe, her father giving him right of way. 
At first, he had thought that was just her father being polite. Turns out, it was just 
an excuse to close the door behind him. By the time Justin had made his way to the 
bottom of the steps, he had heard Chie’s father’s voice stopping him from above. 


“Excuse me. A word please.” Oh Justin did not like the sound of that. Especially 
when neither Chie nor her mother were there to stop him. It seemed her mother 
was out grocery shopping or something. Justin froze in place, a slight sense of dread 
rising up within him as he slowly turned to the sight of her father walking down the 
stairs. He swallowed a bit of saliva as he came to a stop in front of him. Or was it 
fear? Who even knew? 


“Yes sir?” Justin stuttered slightly, trying to come across as nonchalant as possible. 
To not much success he’d like to add. 


“Let’s get a few things straight. You’ve got quite a reputation, you know that?” 
Justin raised his eyebrow slightly. 


“Il do...?” Justin asked curiously. He had been around for a few months tops. | mean, 
he probably had a reputation around school, but not really around town... No wait. 
He told a couple of cops to piss off. Yeah, he might have had a shitty reputation now 
that he thought about it. But he beat up those thugs! That had to count for 
SOMETHING. 


“Don’t play dumb.” 


“No, I’m serious. I’ve only been here a few months; | don’t really know what | could 
have a rep for.” Justin tried to calmly bluff. He had a pretty good idea what he had a 
reputation for, he just didn’t believe it. Chie’s father shook his head slightly; 
completely oblvious to Justin’s pleas of the contrary. 


“| don’t care if what they say is true.” A/right good start... “But let me make this 
perfectly clear. There is nothing more important to me in this world than my 
daughter. And if | find out that you hurt her in anyway shape or form, there will be 
trouble. Do | make myself clear?” Oh fantastic, we’re doing that abuse shit again. | 
swear, this guy has a hard on for this stuff... 


“Yeah, of course.” Justin spat out. He had no intention of hurting Chie, so he had no 
reason to be afraid of telling Chie’s father the truth on the subject. That didn’t mean 
he was PLEASED to be drilled on the matter however. | mean, how many couples do 
you go up to and say ‘don’t you abuse her, you motherfucker?’ Hopefully none. 


“If you treat her right, we’ll get along just fine. Otherwise, you can kiss your sorry 
ass goodbye.” Chie’s father finished his lecture. You know what the sad thing is? 
This was him probably trying to be nice. Can you imagine if this guy went into full- 
blown papa wolf territory? Oi vey... 


“Well then | guess we’re going to be very good friends.” Justin joked slightly. He had 
no intention of befriending Chie’s father; just to remain on good terms with him. Her 
father groaned a bit under his breath before moving away from Justin and towards 
the door. 


“That remains to be seen.” He declared as he opened the door. That was a clear 
sign that Justin should be making his exit. Not that Justin was objecting. He liked 
coming over to pay Chie a visit, but her father was a seriously overprotective prick. 
He made the entire trip not even worth it, because by the end both were just 
mortified by her father acting like an asshole. Still, he did appreciate that he 
manage to convince Chie to tag along. Justin made his way to the entrance to the 
door before extending his hand for a handshake. Act civil, maybe he’ll calm his ass 
down. 


“Thanks again for doing this. With the movies and the wheel chair | mean.” Justin 

smiled slightly. Kill ‘em with kindness as his mother used to say. Not so much his 

father. He was more of a fan of kill them with broken beer bottles. Lots and lots of 
beer bottles. Chie’s father grabbed a hold of Justin’s hand, giving it a slight shake 

before speaking up again. 


“I’m not doing this for you, I’m doing this for my daughter.” 


“What's the difference?” 


